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point of his life, he hastened softly down the stairs,
along the passage, into the path before the house.

The little town was embraced by the rosy light
of approaching evening. Fresh breezes from the
sea ruffled the hair and wigs of the citizens;
not far away the kindly hills caught the light.
The streets were narrow,, ill-paved and of a certain
odour, but it was the time when the labours of
the day are drawing to a close, many were at
their dinner, children ran playing from door to
door.

At the door of Jacob Hilton's Library young
Mr. Clementson, flour-dealer, was having a
pleasant word with Mr, Fletcher of the * King's
Arms/ and here was the Carrier coming in from
Workington.

They all knew young Reuben Sunwood well
enough and greeted him kindly, but he had the
sense (perhaps with some truth) that they re-
garded him oddly and avoided too plain a recog-
nition of him for the Methodist company he was
keeping.

So he turned off the main street up a dark and
narrow way, thinking of his own troubles, his
evil temptations, his loneliness, his perplexed
opinions, and found himself, almost without
knowing it, in the coach-yard at the back of the
4 Black Bull/

He had been attracted here, it might be sub-
consciously, by the shouts and laughter of a
pushing, pressing crowd. He was among them
before he knew. He stood there watching. In
the middle of the yard there was a cleared space